SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
And pensive with swift-coming death,                        I7s
Shall ye be satiate of the May.
Orpheus.
Shall not July bring fresh delight,
As underneath green trees ye sit,
And o'er some damsel's body white
The noontide shadows change and flit?                    i80
The Sirens.
No new delight July shall bring,
But ancient fear and fresh desire.
And, spite of every lovely thing,
Of July surely shall ye tire.
Orpheus.
And now when August comes on thee,                        185
And 'mid the golden sea of corn
The merry reapers thou mayst see,
Wilt thou still think the earth forlorn ?
The Sirens.
Set flowers on thy short-lived head,
And in thine heart forgetfulness                                   190
Of man's hard toil, and scanty bread,
And weary of those days no less.
Orpheus.
Or wilt thou climb the sunny hill,
In the October afternoon,
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